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SEQUEL TO THE SOLDIER’S WIFE. 
(Concluded from page 130.) 
‘GENEROUS man” said the Prus- 


jan, ‘you unconsciously touched a 
cord that still vibrates with the anguish 
thas roused. You spoke of friends— 
jas! Tama stranger in the world.— 
But you shall hear my story. 

‘When I was about ten years of age, 
the woman whom I had with my infan- 
tine lips addressed by the endearing| 
name of mother, informed me that I 
was not her son. On inquiring who: 
were my parents, she replied that she | 
found me on the field of battle, near'| 
Prague, when I was an infant; and) 
that no doubt my parents had fell vic- 
tims to the horrors of a sanguinary war. | 








That as she was proceeding with me 
towards her native home, her distress 
and my feeble cries roused the huma- 
nity of a gentleman, near whose seat she | 
was compelled to stop. He relieved, 
her poverty, and satisfied the cravings 
of my hunger. He also gave her some 
gold, and promised to remit the like 
sum yearly. He kept his promise ; and 
my faithful mother, for so I must ever 
call her, put me to an humble academy, 
and paid for my education out of the 
remittantes received from my unknown 
protector.’ 

What were the feelings of Walden, in 
discerning in the Prussian, the child he 
had preserved. 

The Prussian observed his agitation 
and was alarmed. ‘ Proceed,’ said Wal- 
den, ‘your recital interests me.’ He 


circumstances of his life, before he dis- 
covered himself. 

‘When I was about sixteen years of 
age, the class to which I belonged was 
publicly examined, and the diploma 
awarded to me. ‘This circumstance I 
should have concealed, but that I am 


|indebted to it for my advancement in 


life. 

‘I was presented with a coronet’s 
commission in the Potsdam regiment 
of guards, by a nobleman who witness- 
ed my examination ; and in two years, 
through his interest, I was promoted to 
that station which [ held when [became 
your prisoner. Just before I entered 
the army, my mother breathed her last : 
her dying request was, that I should see 
my benefactor, and at least thank him 
for his noble generosity. Alas! War 
sounded her trumpet—he is an Aus- 
trian; and in all probability I shall ne- 
ver have it in my power to execute my 
proudest wish.’ 

Walden clasped him in his arms—~ 
‘My brave Frederic! in me you be- 
hold him you call your benefactor. 
Think what my feelings were as [I lis- 
tened to your tale. I have experienced 
many anxious moments in thinking of 
you: but to find you thus, noble and 
brave, an ornament to the country un- 
der whose banners you are inlisted, re- 
wards me amply.’ 

Frederic was lost in amazement. 
The tear of joy trickled down his man- 
ly cheek, and he enjoyed the felicity, 
that beamed on his heart, in silence. 

The conclusion of peace restored 








wished to he acquainted with all the 





Walden, and the son of his adoption, to 
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the enjoyment of domestic happiness. 
He settled all his estates upon him. 
Happyv in each other, their days rolled 
on insweet tranquillity ; and Frederic, 
in offering up his orisons to the Deity, 
returned thanks to Heaven for having 
protected the soldier’s orphan. 





FATAL EFFECTS OF LOVE. 
From Sir Fohn Carr. 

Whilst I was at Paris, an affair hap- 
pened very near the hotel in which I 
lodged, which in its sequel displayed 
that high spirit and sensibility which 
appear to form the presiding features in 
the French character, to which may be 
attributed all the excesses which have 
stained, and all the glory which has 
embellished ae lady of fortune and 
her only daughter, an elegant and lovely 
young, woman, resided in the Faux- 
bourg St. Germain. A young man of 
merit and accomplishments, but unaid- 
ed by the poweriul pretensions of suit- 
able fortune, cherished a passion for the 
young lady, to whom he had frequent 
access, on account of his being distant- 
ly related to her. His affection was re- 
quited in return; and before the parent 
suspected the attachment, the lovers 
were solemnly engaged. ‘The indica- 
tions of pure love are generally too un- 
guarded to escape the keen observing 
eye of acold, mercenary mother. She 
charged her - daughter with her fondness, 
and forbade her distressed lover the 
house. ‘l’o clese up every avenue of 
hope, she withdrew with her wretched 
child into Italy, where they remained 
for two years; at the expiration of 

which, the mother had ar ranged for her 
daughter a match more congenial to her 
ow h ‘pride e and avarice, with an elderly 
gentleman, who had considerable for- 
tune and property in the vicinity of 
Bourdeaux. Every necessary prepa- 
ration was made for this cruel union, 
which it was determined should be ce- 
lebrated at Paris, to which city they re- 
turned for that purpose. ‘I'wo days| 
before the marriage was intended to 
take plice, the young lover, wrought 
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up to phrenzy by the intelligence of jj, 
approaching nuptials, contrived, } 
bribing the porter whilst the mother w 
at the opera with her intended son-; 
law, to reach the beloved being fro 
whom he was about to be separated fy 
ever. Emaciated by grief, she present 
ed the mere spectre of what she wa 
when he last left her. As soon as hj 
entered the room, he fell senseless q 
her feet, from which state he was rous 
ed by the fits of her frightful mania 
laughter. She stared upon him like on 
bewildered. He clasped her with ong 
hand, and with the other drew from his 
pocket a phial containing double distilled 
laurel water; he pressed it to her lips 
until she had swallowed half of its con 
tents ; the remainder he drank himself, 
The drug of death soon began to ope- 
rate. Clasped in each others arms, pale 
and expiring, they reviewed their hard 
fate, and, in faint and lessening senten- 
ces, implored of the great God of mer- 
cy, that he would pardon them for 
what they had done, and that he would 
receive their spirits into his regions of 
eternal repose ; that he would be pleas- 
ed, in his divine goodness, to forgive 
the misjudging severity which had 
driven them to despair, and would 
support the unconscious author of it, 
under the heavy afflictions which theii 
disastrous deaths would occasion. ‘They 
had scarcely finished their prayer, when 
they heard footsteps approaching the 
room. Madame R , who had been 
indisposed at the opera, retarned home 
before its conclusion, with the intended 
bridegroom. ‘The young man awoke, 
as it were, from his deadly drowsiness, 
and exerting his last strength, pulled 
from his breast a dagger, stabbed the 
expiring being upon whom he doated, 
to the heart; and falling upon her body, 
gave himself several mortal wounds. 
The door opened, and the frantic mo- 



















|from the lips of the dying lover, who 


ther appeared. All the house were in 
an instant alarmed; and the fatal ex- 
| planation which furnished the materials 
‘of this short and sad recital, was taken 
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eof yMmnd scarcely finished it before he 
ed, }fleathed his last. 
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son-j CITY SHOWER. 
> from There is something consummately 
ted fofmilen in a rainy day, in the city. ‘The 
resenifmrects sound hollow, as now and then 
he wagmheavy coach drives along; or as the 
as h@lenched horse clatters rapidly over the 
less aamavements with his drenched rider. 
s rousgmhe lady visitant trips homeward (for 
Naniage rains too hard to get a coach) her 
ke on@mmuslins clinging and fadging to her 
h ongtmbs, so that they creek with their 
1m. hight setting; and the citizens trudge 
stilled—ome to their wives, to pass the after- 
 lips—Moon, have tea and mufhns. ‘The po- 
con-™iical part of the confusion of gutters, 
nself,Mingling into quagmires, and the ob- 
ope-fects of their sweeping fury and de- 
palemruction, is very aptly described by 
hardBwift. 


1ten- Bow in contiguous drops the ficod comes down, 

mer. hreat’ning with deluge this devoted town, 
for ME? Shops in crowds the daggled females fly, 

vetend to cheapen goods but nothing buy ; 

ould Bie templar spruce, while every spout’s 

Is of abreach, 

ens. Bays till its fair, yet seems to call a coach. 

The tuck’d-up seamstress walks with hasty 

































5 IVE strides, 

had MWhile streams run down her umbrella’s sides, 

uld Here various kinds by various fortunes led, 

it Beommence acquaintance underneath a shed, 
.’ BNow from all parts the swelling kennels flow, 

lei And bear their trophies with them as they go ; 

rey ilths of all hues, and odours seem to tell 


1en What streets they came from, by their sight 
‘] and smell, 
‘© BDrown’d puppies, stinking sprats, all drench’d 


‘en in mud, . 
me Dead cats and turnip-tops, come tumbling 
ed down the flood. 


‘ec, | How different is a shower in the 
$8, country! How pleasant is it then to sit 
od fat the window of my country house, 
1e fland listen to the gentle kisses of rain 
d, drops and leaves; to hear the droop- 
vy, fing bird chirp faintly from the orchard; 


ss [and the dripping cattle, gathering close, 
= Flow atthe gate. How soft the air, fill- 
n fed with'the freshness of the vallies.. 


- | But how sweet is its clearing up, at 
evening ! th rainbow glimmering ; the 
broad vin shedding a faint light over 
the déepened landscape; 
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shaking their little wings, and opening 
their merry throats; and’ man and 
beast peaceful and contented. 





WORTH. 
** Worth makes the man,” Pope says, and 
every body acknowledges¢he truth of the sen- 
timent; but then the question is, what makes 
worth 2—-The moralist will tell you, **it is wire 
tue ;” but the man of the world says, ‘it is mos 
ney.” And indeed, in this age of Reason, the 
latter definition seems almost universally to 
prevail. When it is asked, how much a man 
is worth, the answer generally has an exclusive 
reference to his property. 
If he has wealth, the replier to the question 
says, he is worth so many pounds; but if he be 
very poor, though he should possess the intel. 
ligence of a Newton, and the benevolence of a 
Howard, “ He is not worth a groat’”’ Thus the 
worth of a man, like that of beef and butter, is 
reckoned by pounds, shillings, and pence. 

—~—<8 +e 
There formerly lived a Mr. John Church, at 
the sign of the Six Bells, in Friday-street, 
London, to whom a precise Quaker thus ad- 
dressed an epistle—* John Steeplehouse, at 
the sign of che Six Needlesses, in Sixthday- 
street, London.” 

a 
Specimen of an advertisement for letting :— 
“* Hay sack and flour to let, chicken and earrot.”— 
It may be necessary to add, that the purport ef 
this bill is,—** A second floor to let, kitchen 
and garret.” 


—=2 ¢ ae 


Last spring, two farmers met each other 
near the market-house, and after the usual sa- 
lutations of—How do you? the one said, Well, 
friend, now we have fine moist weather, I 
hope every thing will spring our of the earth: 
“IT hope not, neighbour, for I buried my wife 
only a fortnight since |” 
es a 

At a late examination of the senior class of 
our college, a young man construed the follows 
ing line in Horace, ** Exegi monumentum zre 
perennius,” (which is in English, “ I have fin- 
ished a monument more lasting than brass,”) 
thus, ** Jhave eaten a monument hAarder than 
brass.” One of the trustees immediately re- 
plied, ** Weil, Sir, I think you had better sit 
down and digest it.” 

—— ¢ar 

Villiers, the facetious duke of Buckingham, 
being present at the first representation of one 
of Dryden’s pieces of heroic nonsense, where 
a lover says, 

“‘ My wound is great, because it is so small.” 


The duke instantly exclaimed from the stage 
box, 

‘¢ Then *twould be greater were there none at all.” 
The effect of this repariee was such, that the 











the birds | 


play was instantly damned. 
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FROM MAGNEIL’S LYRIC MUSE OF SCOTLAND. 


Urcrp by the Muse who never speaks 

To teeling breasts in vain, 

The shepherds touch’d the string that wakes 

To penitence and pain ; 
Andas the BALLAD lay they sung, 
And o’er the lyre impressive hung 

With sighs respoiisive deep ; 

Each mournful tale resistless drew 
The drops of pity’s heavenly dew 
From eyes unused to weep! 
Wild rose the passions free 
Bursting in sorrow! 
Sad was each melody 
Waited round yarrow / 
Deep, deep, the tragic lay 
Fram’d to feud’s deadly fray, 
Pouring love’s well-a day ! 

O’er murder’d marrow! 

Chang’d are the notes of cheerless woe, 

The strains of sorrow cease ; 

A softer theme is heard to flow, 

The heav’n-tun’d song of Peace! 
When pity moves the ruthless breast, 
Like love’s star glittering in the west 

Peace gilds the lurid gloom, 

A rosy dawn succeeds the night, 
A cheering sun beams radiant bright, 

All nature breathes perfume ! 

Note. The lover’s of Scot’s Poesy will be 
happy to learn, that Benjamin Chapman, a de- 
serving character, who has unfortunately lost 

is sight, and who is already known by his 
edition of Burns’ Poems, is preparing for the 
press, the Poetical Works of Hector Macneil, 
Esq. including The Pastoral or Lyric Muse, in 
one volume duodecimo. 
ap + 


TO ANNA—On Valentine’s Day. 


Gentle Anna, come away, 

Laughing loves the wreath entwine ; 
Hymen weaves the chaplet gay, 

For my lovely Valentine. 
Humble is my little cot, 

But thy smiles can banish care ; 
¥v’ry wish shall be forgot, 

Love alone shall harbour there. 
Brightest of the youthful train! 

Lovely maid, for thee I stay: 
Haste and bless thy doating swain, 

Gentle Anna, come away. 

— + Oo 
RULOGIUM ON GEN. WASHINGTON, 

Ho, here we still are free; here still possess 

ongues without padlocks, and an unawed 

Press ys 

Here we can lift our solemn songs of praise 
To the world’s Ruiter, who was pleased to 
‘  vaise - Vie , See 
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The pious Hrro, tenant of the skies, 

Whose mould’ring corse in Vernon’s vauit yy 
lies ; 

With mem’ry’s aid, may here delight to sc, 

All the vast virtues of that great, good may 
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As 


In war, his courage, constancy and zeal; 

In Peace, his labours for the public weal; 

His prudence, foresight, honour, self-com 
mand ; 

Promptness t’ effect whate’er his wisdom 
planned ; | 

His truth, to swerve from which he never 
knew ; 

His justice, pure as drop of morning dew; 

His calm, erect, unwearied, onward course, 

Swayed nor by flatt’ry, nor intrigue, nor fore 

But who can tellhis virtues ? Who can count 


a 





quarterly in advance, by THomas G. Connie, 
jun, No. 22, Carter’s Alley, opposite Mr. Gi- 
rard’s BankK—Where a LetTer Boxis placed 
for literary communications. 


Subscriptions are also received at the Mer- 
chants Coffee house, Mr. R. Desilver’s Book- 
store, No. 294, Market-street, and at Mr. J. 





Bioren’s Book-store, No. 88, Chesnut-street. 


SS 
Oe 
ISS 








The flowers of’ spring, and yield us their A 
amount? ircle 
-In council first, and foremost in the field, most 
He was our sworD, our SENATE, and of. f. 
«SHIELD; ges 
Our light, our MIp-pAy SUN, Unseen a spot : Hatm 
Oh, he was ALL , mise 
—o +o hol 
. TO CARE. with 
Oh ! how lovely smiles the morning, ‘ith 
When no care the bosom knows ; paid 
But alas! how dark and frowning, 1 
When the heart is fraught with woes, , 
View the wretched mother languish, mos 
| Doom’d from her lov’d home to sigh ; an A 
What can heal her heart’s sad anguish, tte 
What bring gladness to her eye ? bait 
Bounteous Nature’s choicest treasures 
Cannot one fond joy impart ; rer 
Nor can all the world’s vain pleasures nay 
Give sweet solace to her heart. the 
Happy they, on whom the morning “in 
Smiles unclouded by despair ; 
Pleasure all the scene adorning, ch 
Pleasure umalloy’d by care. 
—— 4 Gee 
TO SENSIBILITY. ye 
ae of 
Sweet inmate—Sensibility ! 
How pure thy transports flow ; sf 
When even grief that springs from thee s| 
Is luxury in woe !: y 
Without thee—where’s the sigh of love, f: 
Or blush by grace refin’d ? 
Where friendship’s sacred tear, to prove t 
The triumph of the mind ? f 
SOOOHROSOHSESHSSSSHSEHESESOHSHTSHGOOSS SHEE CHS EHSSESEECEL?! I 
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